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A warning for autoerotic asphyxiation 

| know | messed up the time-line here as The Distillers didn\'t tour during or after LtP was recorded Whoops. 


One too many beers when one turns into five, and five turns into God knows how many. You lost count. Josh 
shakes his head and says you'd better not drive, you can stay in the guestroom. This house seems empty and 
large without her laugh ringing out at Josh's jokes, her lipstick-stained cigarette stubs in countless ashtrays. 


Josh slaps you on the back playfully after he swung open the door of the guestroom. With a playful wink he 
bids you goodnight and practically barges his large frame into the door next to yours. A slam and a sound of 


feet scraping on carpet. Then silence. 


You click the door shut, unbuttoning more of your shirt, looking around. The décor is a bit more muted here 
than elsewhere in the house. She's utilising her influence on the house subtly, quietly, you think. Because it has 
her mark all over it, you know her style. The only thing that jars would be the loosely folded towels sat on the 


chair. Josh did them. 


You kick off your shoes and peel your socks off before padding across to the bed. You loosen the rest of the 
buttons on your shirt but collapse diagonally across the bed, too drunk, too lazy to peel it off your back. The 


fucker's gonna be creased in the morning. You let out a sigh. Appearances don't matter when she's not around. 


You close your eyes. Troy, you tell yourself, shut the fuck up, it's not helping. Its easier just to try and ignore 
the feeling, to just get on with it, instead of wallowing in self-pity over another man's woman. 


What would Josh seriously say or do if he found out? He'd probably try and ignore it as best he could, but 
one day the alpha male thing would kick in and you would have to leave the band in mysterious circumstances. 


Always with the mystery in this band. 


And what would Brody say or think or feel if she knew? You have not revealed anything, not let your mask 
slip, you still have your fair share of the groupies. The very idea of her knowing makes your insides clench. 
You can hear Josh walking around on the other side of the wall, a muffled "shit" when he knocks into 
something. No one must ever know. It's just one of those things, that she has never given you a second glance, 


and never will. 


You roll over onto your stomach. And try not to think of her hair-eyes-lips-smile-skin-curves-walk-laugh or 
the way she fiddles with her lip ring. You don't think she's the one, you certainly know she's not the first or 
last woman to turn your insides upside down or your nights almost sleepless. It's just one of those things 
you've learnt to live with, alongside more minor aspects like band mates who snore or stuffy audiences in 


London, England. 


You slide off the bed, flick the switch on the bedside light and turn the main light off. You saunter out of the 


room to find the bathroom so you can quickly take a leak. 


You come back into the room deciding that things will be more manageable, easier to deal with when you've got 
some sleep. You flop on the bed and can't help but notice that you can hear Josh talking in a low murmur next 
door. Doesn't he ever sleep? Then you remember that Brody is currently on tour and maybe this is the only 
chance they have to speak. Lucky bastard. You're sick of getting all your news second hand from Josh, who 
relays everything to do with Brody very off-hand. He can afford to be off-hand, their relationship is secure. 
The only time he wasn't off-hand was when Josh was doing the lyrics to "Skin on Skin". You remember intently 
staring at the mix desk for take after take, outwardly relaxed but inwardly seething. Yet when you jack-off 
you still think of her. 


Irritable, you get under the covers. Josh is still talking in a low volume on the other side of the wall. You hate 
being unable to discern individual syllables. It drives you mad. You crouch on the bed and place your ear on the 
wall. The last time you did this was when you heard Brody and Josh have a fight. That amounted to nothing 

however. You still can't make anything out and you turn back again, slumping on the headboard of the bed. The 
worst thing about not being on tour is that there is never a mini bar in your room, you remember dejectedly. 


Your head slowly, drunkenly, slopes round to your right and before you know it, your eyes focus on the phone 


besides the table lamp. 


You blink, sit up straight and find you can't help yourself. You gingerly, quietly, pick up the phone and hold it to 


your ear. 


That throaty chuckle that makes your knees tingle. Josh slurring, bantering, accusing Brody of being the drunk 
one. She laughs again, and just as you bitterly think on how they are the perfect couple, breathing faintly so 


they can't hear you, the whole tone of the conversation suddenly changes. 


You fluff out the back of your hair and stroke your stubble with your thumb as Brody croons, "Are you alone 
baby?" You bite your tongue as Josh replies in the affirmative, with a slight sigh. You hear him relax, and 
consider gently putting the phone down while you can possibly still get away with it. But then Brody hisses, "| 
want your hands on my body" and suddenly your grip on the phone is slippery and there's no way you're 
getting any sleep tonight. No way in hell. 


Im already there," says Josh huskily and you decide to try and blot the male voice out, he'll only get in the 


way. Concentrate on her gorgeous voice instead. 


There's no way you can put the phone down now. Brody is crooning directly into your ear about how much she 
wants you, how much she always wants you, how you make her sweat and moan and quiver, with your hands 


darting everywhere and your tongue in her mouth, on her neck, over her nipples. 
Fuck. 


It takes an age to undo your belt without clinking too much, a fucking century to undo and slide your pants off 
so you don't give the game away. You thrust your hand in your boxers and grab your hardness, you can't 
wait any longer. You've licked her from top to bottom; her lipstick is all over your face. You're both sticking to 
the sheets with sweat. And she wants you now. She just said. 


You bite your lip so hard when she gasps as you enter her and you start to move your hand over your cock. 
Fuck, it feels like home and she's moving against you, matching your pace, arms and legs wrapped tightly 


around you. 


With that sweet sound of her heavy breathing in your ear, you know you're not going to last long. It's 
impossible; her hair is all over the pillow in your head. Desperate to not make any noise, you quickly pull your 
crumpled tie from the back pocket of your pants and pull it round your neck, nice and tight. It's a juggle so 
you hold the phone to your ear with your shoulder and quicken the stroking of your cock while you tighten 
the tie further. She's gasping more and more now, it blows your mind. She's straddling you now; this is better 
as it means you can admire that perfect curve of her belly, those sublime breasts, that beautiful red round 


‘O' of her mouth. 


You know you're about to come so you tighten the tie around your windpipe some more, desperate to not 


make a sound. And then that sound, the one you've been imagining in your head for months on end, breaks 


loose from the receiver. "Oh God.. oh God.. oh God." she moans on and on. And she's there on top of you, 
squeezing you with her warmth and digging her nails into you as she shakes and moans. You pull your tie 
tighter as your hips buckle, coming silently in an intense burst of stars on black, your mind yelling her name, 


your eyes rolling in your head as you lose yourself in her. 

As you lie there dizzy and breathless, the image is broken as you hear Josh groan in the same way you've 
heard on some track or other. Frowning and yet satiated, you loosen your tie and hope that the red welt will 
fade by morning. At least you didn't call out. You clean your hand dispassionately with your tie but find that 
you still can't tear the phone from your ear. 

Brody purrs, "I love it when you pretend to be Nick" 

You raise your eyebrows and smirk faintly. Obviously something that escaped you in the heat of the moment. 
Josh replies, all honey and sweetness, “Anytime, baby, anytime. Unless you want someone different next time? | 
could do Lanegan again..." 

"No. You know who | want. | want Troy. | gotta sleep now, love you." 


Click. 


You're left staring at the receiver emitting its familiar hum. No sleep for you tonight. 


